SEEING THE COMPANY OF SPRING

EARLY SPRING AND THOMAS HARDY

ALWAYS these loitering, melancholy dusks

Of early spring will now belong to you.

They hold the essence of the spirit we loved

As yours : the musing greyness of despair

Shot with dim, brooding sweetnesses of hope ;

The portent in the promise, the far view

Looking beyond bud, leafage, to the end.

In this pre-blossoming stillness of the spring

Life stares, as in a mirror, at its own face ;

Here is a time you loved, a chosen theme,       10

Your soul's familiar place.

To these hushed, faintly lighted evenings

(If anywhere this side the moon)

The native in you, from death's foreign sojourn.

Must return.

V. H. FRIEDLAENDER

SEEING THE COMPANY OF SPRING

SEEING the company of Spring I say :

O, would that my words could command alway

The fair ones camped in my field to-day !

Would that I might, when meets she wintry doom,
Call back full-bosomed chestnut to resume 20
Her pale green frock broidered with pearly bloom:

Would that I might be summoner of the charms
Of scented may, what time no more she warms
Out-holding to the sun her long white arms,
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